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to  mp  ntotlKr. 

AS  ONE  OF  THE  WORLD'S  WORKERS 

SHE  STANDS  LOVEL  AND  HONOUREI 

IN  THAT 

3ARDEN   OF  HIDDEN  BEAUTY 

IN  WHICH 

SHE  FIRST  TAUGHT  ME 

TO    DELVE,    SOW   AND    REAP. 


LUCIE   HENLEY-WHITE. 
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PREFACE. 


HESE  lines  I  cull  from  my  Garden  of 
Hidden  Beauty.  It  lies,  not  in  remote 
seclusion  —  nay,  its  borders  fringe  the  dirt  and 
squalor  of  existence  where  I  fain  would  learn 
sympathy  and  understanding.  Its  lawns  are  the 
widest  and  fairest  the  world  has  seen  ;  its  terraces 
the  stateliest  and  most  crumbling  the  stars  view  : 
its  blossoms  are  a  medley  and  a  riot,  and  at  its 
boundary  wall  beats  the  insistent  surge — and  the 
wild  spume  flings  a  crested  challenge,  and  the 
under-tow  sucks-sucks  back  the  driftwood  of  a 
never-resting  Sea  of  War. 

I  speak  of  the  Garden  of  Life,  its  seasons 
vital,  simple  and  eternal  as  the  planets  in  their 
courses.  So  I  crave  a  quiet  even-hour  within 
these  encompassing  walls  of  a  great  Peace  and 
Hope  that  circle  Life's  Temple  of  Silence  ever 
swept  by  that  Wind  of  the  Spirit — that  is  Life  ! 

K1ALAMI. 
Loudon, 

April,  igjj. 


FOREWORD. 


IN  introducing  the  fourth  volume  of  "The  Par- 
nassian Series  "  to  the  public  and  the  critics,  I  wish 
to  say  that  the  whole  series,  when  completed,  will 
be  thoroughly  representative  of  most  of  the  more 
prominent  versifiers  of  the  period.  In  this  work — 
which  will  extend  to  many  volumes — I  shall  include 
Authors  of  renown  whose  names  and  whose  writings 
have  made  them  familiar  and  popular  far  beyond 
that  portion  of  the  United  Kingdom  where  they 
live  and  move  and  have  their  being. 

C.F.F. 
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PART    1, 


THE    SILVER    TRAIL. 


I.    Prescience.    The  Acolyte's  Despair. 

II.    Accidie. 

III.    Dedication  of  the  Acolyte  as  a 
Fighting  Man. 

IV.    Resurgam. 

Y.    Matrix. 
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THE    SILVER    TRAIL. 


AUGUST  1914. 


PRESCIENCE. 


The  Acolyte's  Despair. 


"  Press  me  no  more  ;  I  stifle  all  too  well 
Remember'd  passions  of  gone,  loathsome  War- 
Only  believe  in  fated  swirls  of  Time  ; 
In  times  of  blood  and  danger  do  we  meet ! 
Give  rne  your  blessing,  ere  I  go,  alone, 
To  fight  for  England,  'neath  all-seeing  stars," 
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ACCIDIE. 


A  Vision  of  Reincarnation. 

{The  Priest.) 
"  Hemm'd  by  the  dim  Byzantine  Church's  walls, 
In  times  of  blood  and  danger,  still  we  meet. 
Great  God  !      What  mean  I  by  such  wanton  speech  ? 
We  pray'd,  we  rose,  and  faced  the  bygone  years. 
Greek  was  our  period,  our  time  of  stress. 
Thy  home  'midst  lovely  groves  and  pillar'd  halls 
Of  Corinth.     How  the  Altar's  red-tongued  lamp 
Mirrors  hot  flame  and  leaves  us  staring 
With  tearless  eyes  adown  the  gaping  gap, 
To  tear  the  iron  secret  from  dead  years, 
From  pulsing  flashes  from  dear  friendly  eyes. 
Comrades-at-arms  we  scarred  the  rugged  hills 
With  alasped  hands,  or  rasped  our  scorching  feet 
Along  the  river-bed  dried  up  by  heat. 
O  !  blue  the  sky  as  yon  old  stained  glass, 
And  dank  the  plain  as  level,  lushy  grass, 
And  white  as  snow  on  Ida's  mountain  head, 
As  our  white  comradeship-at-arms:     and  I 
Inspired  thee  to  all  nobler  things.     And  thou 
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Heardest  my  words  and  leapt  to  do  my  wish. 

Recall'st  thou,  how  philosophy  well  loved. 

We  argued  oft  in  groves  of  verdure  green, 

To  net  our  winged  dreams,  our  new-found  salve 

For  poor  humanity  ?     0,  seest  thou  not 

Our  progress  past  the  jutting  limestone  scarps, 

How  cytisus.  lentisk,  arbutus,  tricked 

Our  wayward  feet  to  rough  uneven  tread  ; 

And  oleanders -sweet  debarred  the  joy 

Of  flying  feet  to  snow-capped  mountain  peaks  ? 

Thou  lookest  pale,  'tis  but  a  poor  fool's  tale  ? 

Speak,  as  thou  lov'st  me,  is  it  but  a  dream 

That  tortures  all  my  waking  'neath  its  gleam  ? 

A  vision  fading  of  the  golden  spear 

Of  pale  Athene,  to  a  pilot's  eye  ? 

Or  soul  strung  threnody  of  mortal  love 

That  sings  in  distraught  times  of  golden  days  ?" 

( Acolyte.) 

■"  Father,  I  know  not  /     But  in  wearied  sleep 
Across  the  trailing  cobwebs  of  dim  sense, 
The  spirit's  sun  relights  Life's  diamond  dew 
Upon  the  facets  of  quiet  mem'ry's  sward. 
And  I  have  seen  the  goats  leap,  and  the  rills 
Splashing  the  dear  brown  earth  about  thy  feet 
As  we  roamed  skyward,  lost  in  hot  pursuit 
Of  cackling,  marshall'd  geese.    Then  stayed  to  view 
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The  poise  and  beauty  of  the  winging  swan 
Or  startled  crane  in  tireless  seeking  flight, 
And  stayed  our  chase  in  two-fold  ecstasy. 
And  then,  my  dream  breaks,  and  I  wake  to  call 
Thy  well-lov'd  name— not,  Father  Antony  ; 
And  lo  ;  my  cheek  is  wet,  my  eyes  all  filled 
With  the  salt  sea  of  tears  my  dreaming  wakes. 
But  sometimes,  Father — nay,  it  comes  not  so — 
But  in  the  passage  of  dear  common  days, 
The  thought  spears  home,  and  I  agape,  see  all. 
Lo  ;  you  all  fire,  aglow  to  dare  the  games, 
Leave  me  to  train  by  cunning,  perfect  art 
And  iron  sacrifice  of  self  ;  and  I 
Rejoice,  copy  my  feebler  way,  thy  choice. 
Till  the  great  day  dawns  for  thee.    I  arise 
And  tune  my  poet's  untried  strings  to  do 
Thee  honour.    Thee,  the  Athlete,  perfect  poised, 
The  winner  of  thy  year,  the  crowned  one. 
The  gods  be  praised  ,-    They  give  me  holy  fire  ; 
I  sing  thy  rising  fame,  thy  glorious  name, 
In  rhymes  as  beautiful,  as  balanced, 
As  weighed,  proportioned,  measured  are  they, 
As  thine  own  gracious  body's  lithesome  sway, 
To  the  e'er  searching  gaze  of  Grecian  eyes. 
Then,  my  praise  sung,  we  part  our  gracious  ways, 
Athlete  and  Poet — bound  by  subtle  chains — 
Doer  and  Dreamer,  we,  and  friends  of  all." 
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{The  Priest.) 
"  Stay,  child  of  mine  ;    The  tears  come  over-due  ; 
The  Angelus  must  soon  be  ringing  clear, 
Ere  yet  another  space  steals  on  the  tiles 
Where  sun-beams  track,  and  strike  the  Altar  space 
Into  a  hidden  fire.     Kneel  and  forget  ; 
Thus  bridge  the  racking  of  immortal  calls." 

(They  kneel  as  Angelus  rings,  then  rise.) 

(The  Priest.) 
"  Come,  journey  with  me  where  Life's  livid  sores. 
Welter  before  the  Church's  open  door, 
And  speak  me  words  of  Grecian  comradeship. 
Alone,  I  too,  have  felt  the  calm  import 
Of  thy  sweet,  sadden'd  songs  on  soul  of  mine  ; 
Have  dreamed  I  tuned  thy  Poet's  mystic  song 
By  thoughts  of  purest  ice  and  whitest  fire 
Learned  from  those  finer  brains  in  days  of  Greece, 
Ere  primal  knov/ledge  veiled  my  soul's  dear  dream. 
I  taught  thee.    Set  thee  peerless,  gallant,  true, 
To  raise  men's  lives,  and  shelter  women's  hearts, 
The  dim  hiatus  of  our  mortal  days, 
To  arch  our  flying  feet  to  needed  good, 
Our  lives  to  higher  things  of  God.     Who  knows  ?  " 
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(Acolyte.) 

"  But,  Father,  hear  me.     On  Ionian  Seas 
Followed  I  close  where  Turks  assail'd  thy  life, 
And  thou  went'st  free,  for  young  was  I  and  lone, 
A  Christian  'midst  a  savage  band  ;  and  thou 
CalPst  on  strange  gods,  thought  mine  a  child's  sick 

dream. 
And  so  I  passed,  agonised,  alone, 
To  search  the  star-worlds  for  thy  well-lov'd  face." 


(Priest.) 

"  Thou    meanest    Death  ?    The    tortuous    riddle's 

solved. 
Servants  of  Christ,  we  serve  a  Newer  World 
And  Newer  Thought :  yet  fragrant  o'er  our  lives 
Steals  long-lost  scents  and  glory's  brightest  day 
Of  bygone  Greece. 

Swing,  serving  boy,  thy  censing  bowl  of  song, 
Whether  o'er  Christian  Altar  or  the  poor, 
Unblessed  throng  'neath  domed  sunset  sky, 
Whilst  drifting  star-worlds  echo  thy  sweet  songs. 
So  I  remain,  my  haughty  spirit  bow'd, 
In  contemplative  silence  you  endured 
To  save  my  soul  from  reason's  phantom  dream, 
When  arrogant  I  turned  my  face  from  thee. 
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I  rest  content.    The  end  draws  nigh,  but  yet 
Tortur'd  no  more,  I  see  thee  yet  again, 
Fair,  innocent,  an  instrument  of  Fate. 
Yea,  I  believe  in  fated  swirls  of  Time, 
In  days  of  blood  and  danger  still  we  meet. 
"  Adieu." 
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THE  DEDICATION  OF  THE  ACOLYTE 
AS  A  FIGHTING  MAN. 


"  Go  in  the  Name  of  Him  Who  bruised  the  heel 

Of  arrogance  and  power,  and  simply  craved 

That  men  as  Brothers  should  the  world  endower 

With  rarer  gifts  of  sacrifice  and  love. 

Sometimes  His  fallen  Angels  hover  near 

As  striving  humans  growing  fresh  new  wings 

Of  purity  and  faith  to  bear  their  weight 

Of  pitying  sorrow  and  fond  Hope's  desire 

To  make  a  free  world  cleaner,  richer  far. 

So,  sighing — fighting — sore — at  last  attain — 

To  bear  all  nations'  Spirits  to  His  Bar." 
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RESURGAM. 


PART  1 . 
{Life.) 
Hail  !     Pomp  of  Life  !     Oh,  bitter  sweet  art  thou  ' 
Passing  the  love  of  folly,  all  seems  now. 
Pass  !     Fair  Friend  Life  !     See  all  our  pinings  healed 
In  the  still  waters  of  new  founts  unsealed, 
Like  as  to  that  rate  woman  we  adored, 
Deep-bosomed,  secret,  polar  as  a  sword 
Of  Fate  with  eyes  dusk — veiled  until  we  struck 
The  chime  of  spirits  passing  in  her  eyes  ; 
Cried  childishly,  to  stay  that  lovely  power, 
Mad  our  desire  to  rend  that  veiled  flower, 
And  cool  sick  love  within  her  body's  curves  ; 
And  woke  to  higher  love  with  shamed  swerves 
Of  sacerdotal  feeling.     Even  so, 
My  God   we  dallied  with  our  earthly  mood, 
As  sick  men  dream  of  doing  future  good. 
Sought  mad  relief  in  thrilling  lights  of  love; 
Dealt  in  death-dealing  kisses,  till  above 
Thy  spirits  mused  with  ever  piteous  eye, 
Can  such  things  be? 
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PART  2. 


(The  Awakening.) 


E'en  such  was  Life  !     But  nay,  it  was  not  so. 
Thou  sentest  vision  and  the  sense  to  know  ! 
What  of  the  racing  surf-beat  ?    And  the  mean 
Of  tempered  waters  on  young  bodies  prone, 
Cooled  in  the  lucent  waves?    What  of  the  morn  ? 
Flame-tinged  Thy  mighty  palette  of  the  Dawn 
Staining  white  purlings  of  a  moorland  rill, 
And  cleansing  men  of  every  thought  of  ill, 
Purpling  white  heather  near  a  girl's  svelte  form 
True  beauty  here  transcended  by  Thy  Dawn — 
Or  mused  with  one  we  loved  at  even  hour, 
Craved  lover-like  of  keen-eyed  stars  the  power 
To  steep  our  passionate  souls  for  a  breathing  space 
In  the  long  breathlessness  of  Thy  great  waste. 
And  felt  ourselves  swift-footed  fools,  but  true, 
Smitten  with  God-like  yearnings,  if  we  knew  ! 
If  we  knew! 
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PART  3. 


( The  Call.) 

Our  life  had  beauty,  love  and  grace!     Now  struck 
Now  boomed  the  drum-beat,  and  the  best  of  luck 
To  us  mere  novices  in  England's  list 
Came  hurtling  from  Thy  stars — A  Call— God  wists  ! 
Body  and  spirit  shocked  to  arms,  we  slacked 
No  more  by  starry  skies,  but  homeward  tracked, 
Vigil  kept  for  us  by  our  Mothers'  eyes, 
Who  rose  and  praised  our  God,  who  woke  from  lies 
Our  youth's  sick  dreams  and  rasped  our  list'ning  ears 
With  syren-silver'd  bugle  notes.     How  dear ! 
Athwart  New  Years. 
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PART  4. 

(To  Arms.) 

So  braced  by  comradeship  of  splendid  men, 

We  dallied  with  sharp  pain  for  friend.     Still  when 

Death  leered  most,  how  true  our  spirits'  toast, 

"  God  and  the  King."    There  is  no  Death  !  Lo  !  Hosts 

Of  messengers  to  dying  eyes,  who  saw 

Agonised  upon  the  field  of  War, 

He  of  the  trampled  lilies,  swordless,  calm, 

Bend  to  the  burden  of  the  damned  harm, 

Grant  out  of  His  great  Heart  of  Love,  respite 

To  spirits,  ill  resisting,  ere  their  flight. 

Then  down  the  aisles  of  bloody  war  He  made 

His  World  just  visible,  that  men  might  save 

With  intervention  of  His  screened  Hosts, 

Lest  we  be  hurled  into  realms  of  ghosts, 

Ere  yet  our  lives  were  ripe  for  greater  things. 

And  the  White  Sonship  passed.     "  O,  beating  wings 

Bear  us  our  love  of  years,  our  dying  wish, 

O  lift  our  heads  to  catch  her  breathless  kiss." 
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( The  fulfilment.) 

And  like  to  that  rare  woman  we  adored, 
England,  the  Mistress  of  unnumbered  Lords, 
Deep-bosomed,  secret,  polar  as  a  sword 
Of  Fate — with  eyes  dusk- veiled,  we  prayed,  we  struck 
The  chime  of  spirits  passing  in  her  eyes. 
She  came,  calm-eyed,  just  loving  us  the  same, 
Kissed  our  spent  bodies  and  our  limbs  so  lame, 
Searched,  lambent-eyed,  laid  hands  in  ours, 
Gave  lip  to  lip.    Those  still,  calm  hours 
Sped  us  her  parting,  eye  to  eye — yet  served 
Passionate,  passionless,  but  spirits  nerved 
To  hush  our  soul-trek,  past  unblinking  stars, 
O,  God  !  past  Death  to  Life — We  Sons  of  Mars  ! 
There  is  no  Death  ! 
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PART  5. 

(Knowledge.) 

Death  !    We  salute  thee  !    Friend  of  a  Friend  art  thou 
Austere,  contained,  misunderstood  thy  vow 
To  cleanse  us  of  our  ever  pressing  woes, 
To  ope  to  sensate,  blinded  souls,  the  throes 
Of  a  New  Thought-world,  spiritually  domed  ; 
Patined  its  walls  of  golden  deeds  enthroned, 
Mosaic  floors  inlaid  with  tears  of  pearl, 
And  Angel  bands  of  quick  intelligence  to  whirl 
The  earth  'scaped  scared  souls  now  sick  for  rest, 
To  the  safe  keeping  of  God's  thrilling  breast, 
The  golden  World. 
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MATRIX. 


(  Voices  of  soldier- priests.) 

"  Vicarious  Victim,  body  wrecked,  yet  throned  : 
Man's  call  has  come  to  set  the  whole  world  free, 
To  cull  for  All  the  Peace  of  Thy  dread  Tree, 

Lest  devils  live  to  see  the  Christ  dethroned  ! 

Oh,  Shepherd  Soul,  moulded  to  teach  men  Truth  : 
Beauty  of  eye,  and  brow,  and  form  extinct, 
But  clearer  showing  soul  and  body  linked, 

The  tortured  way  of  blood  now  trod  by  youth. 

Hail,  brotherly,  the  broken  men  laid  low  : 
Speed  England's  ears  to  catch  the  one  drum  roll, 
Remove  from  her  the  fear  of  one  coward  soul, 

For  love  of  those  who  died  the  way  to  show. 

Speed,  lads,  to  fight  on  Flander's  bloody  soil, 
Sear  with  hot  shame  all  facile,  futile  views, 
Rouse  soldier  priests  with  mighty  brains  and  thews, 

Brace  women's  minds  and  hands  to  unused  toil. 

Shut  traitor-minded  mouths  (the  devil's  Ring) ; 
Give  clearer  insight,  lest  Peace  sees  too  late 
Swordless,  she  opes  the  doors  of  Hell  to  Fate, 

Welds  a  world-cross  for  all,  and  Thee,  her  King." 
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(  Chorus  of  Workers.) 

"  Broken,  impious,  twisted  lives  !     But  we 
The  Call  at  last  have  heard,  "  Be  Kaiser  free  "  ; 
Christ's  guerdon's  saved  for  All  by  such  as  we, 

Lest  devils  mock,  k"  Your  Christ,  uncrowned  is  He." 

Athwart  the  shadow  of  the  "  Iron  Cross," 
By  workers,  rough-hewn  images  of  Thee, 
Light  the  red  torch  to  set  all  peoples  free, 

Throw  silver'd  radiance  from  Thy  lifted  Cross." 

(  Voices  of  Angels.) 

"  Stoop,  softly,  Christ  !  Oh,  give  them  welcome  home, 

A  vision  breathless  of  a  higher  life, 

Blest  soul-steeps  conquered  by  the  Sword  of  Strife, 
Fit  warriors'  requiem  voiced  by  Thee  alone. 

Sweet  Mary'  Son  !    Oh,  guard  their  soldier-rest, 
Those  of  the  death  strewn  track  still  fearing  naught, 
The  bowstrings  of  their  minds  and  spirits  taut, 

Winging  to  Thee,  past  Death,  for  ever  blest." 


PART    2. 


THE    FIGHTING    MAN. 


I,    The  Rider. 

II.    The  New  Army. 

III.    A  Requiem. 

IV.    Narthex. 

Y.    To  a  Mine  Sweeper. 

YI.    Young  Ireland. 

YII.    Siccum  Lumen. 

VIII.  A  Sailor's  Rondel. 
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THE     FIGHTING    MAN. 


THE  RIDER. 


To  the  Youth  of  England. 

My  foot  in  the  stirrup — good  Father,  I  craved 
The  boon  to  roam  some  desolate  place, 

To  master  my  steed,  my  arms,  and  waved 
Adieu  to  the  lurings  of  beauty  and  grace. 

What  did  I  ride  ?     An  Arab  entire 

Flies  like  a  whirlwind  before  high  heavens, 

And  oft  I  dreamed  my  youth's  desire 
To  scatter  yon  sands  and  dapple  the  heavens. 

With  hoof-thuds  spatt'ring  sound's  wide  sky, 
Whilst  my  steed's  hard  galloping  bore  me  nigh 

O'er  the  sands  of  Time  where  quick-sands  lie, 
To  stable  for  ever  such  steeds  and  I  ; 
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The  Fighting  Man. 


But  shy  novice  I — my  choice  a  mare, 
So  active,  elegant,  spirited,  she — 

That  I  sprang  to  the  saddle  my  mind  aware 
That  to  gallop  false  was  beyond  my  mare. 

Found  I  a  Trail  ?     Yea,  galloped  to  right, 
A  Silver  Trail  on  our  path  to  the  Sun, 

For  the  White  Man's  Road  blazed  on  my  sight, 
To  follow  for  ever— till  victory's  won. 
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THE  NEW  ARMY. 


Altruists,  they  took  the  proffered  bloom 
Thrust  in  their  untried  hands  by  England's  need, 
And  saw  it  just  our  England's  whitest  Rose, 
Nor  deem'd  we  wept  for  heroes  passed  away. 
The  pouring  of  blood,  the  giving  of  precious  sight, 
Just  two  notes  shrilling  out  from  a  flute  of  strife, 
To  swell  a  mightier  tonal  of  holy  right, 
To  crash  a  dirge  of  wailing  e'er  the  Light. 
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A  REQUIEM. 


The  white,  wild  rose  flourished  when  England 
was  unpeopled.  Later,  our  forefathers  reverenced 
it  as  sacred  to  friendship  and  silence.  Could  we 
not  honour  Lord  Kitchener's  birthday,  June  24, 
by  the  wearing  of  this  flower  ? 

//  links  the  beauty  of  his  honoured  life's  silence 
with  the  white  light  of  eternal  Hope. 

{The  song  of  Faith.) 

The  souls  of  the  dead  and  the  living  great 
Sped  faster  than  barbed  sun-spun  light 

To  stay  the  glancin-gs  of  callous  hate, 

When  the  stark  sea  seal'd  the  "  HampshireVplight. 

(The  Dirge  of  the  Winds.) 

Curs'd,  frenzied  instruments  of  Fate, 

Lashing  dour  sorrow's  surging  foes, 
Lo  !  late  our  murm'rings  at  life's  gate, 

Stirr'd  not  the  heart  of  one  white  rose. 

(The  Song  of  Faith.) 

Away  from  the  flurry  of  lesser  men, 
The  deep  sea  laves  the  body  she  craved, 

To  captain  her  Host  of  silent  men 
Who  died  for  Duty  whilst  worldlings  raved. 
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( The  Dirge  of  the  Sea.) 
Come,  strew  our  purple-veined  waves 

With  purest  petals  of  white  rose  ; 
On  Faith's  bright  crest,  he  dauntless  graves 

His  name  as  King  of  the  white  rose. 

(The  Song  of  Faith.) 
But  the  soul  of  Kitchener  charging  on 

To  roam  new  worlds  with  Kitchener's  Shades 
Is  eager  to  mettle  new  men  of  iron, 

To  rally  old  comrades  ere  sunlight  fades. 

(The  Song  of  Dawn.) 
Pure  gold,  blood-red,  King's  purple,  the  Dawn 

Honours  thy  Passing,  great  Master-at-Arms  ; 
Lover  of  England,  thy  blade  well  worn, 

Foul  passion's  rapier  thrust  disarms. 

{The  Song  of  Faith.) 
And  Kitchener's  Army  is  charging  still 

To  the  rhythmic  pulse  of  his  long  roll-call. 
To  the  spirit  thrill  of  a  bugle  shrill. 

Echo's  on  earth  ere  tyrants  fall. 

(  The  Song  of  the  Stars.) 
Charm'd  Rose  of  England  !     Lo,  your  scent 

Trails  o'er  our  breasts  of  sacred  night, 
Unseals  our  mystic  eyes,  tear-spent, 

The  steady  lamps  of  God,  flame  white, 
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NARTHEX. 


A  child's  gift  of  cherry  blossom  to  a  blind 
Anzac    inspired    these    verses. 

Sight  of  Thy  blind  !     0  waft  sweet  incense  calm  ! 

Dear  cherry  bloom  arouse  a  new  desire  ; 
Maker  of  Heroes,  write  a  new  world  psalm 

To  a  master  harper  on  Freedom's  silver  lyre  ; 
Show'r  shim'ring  visions,  glimmers  of  earth's  Spring, 
Mirror  red  dawns  and  flights  of  birds  on  wing. 

Whisper  to  him,  Captain  of  Hopes  Forlorn, 

Of  comrades  loved  as  his  sun-gemmed  southern  land, 

Who  vied  to  race  pale  Death,  their  lives  forsworn, 
As  legions  of  brave  men  died  on  Anzac's  sand, 

And  passing,  thrilled  our  souls  with  selfless  love 

Emblaz'ning  deathless  deeds  on  screeds  above. 

Greet  him  as  one  who  lists  the  dissonance 

Of  eternal  verities  and  worldly  lies 
Piped  on  a  flute  in  seeming  consonance 

In  a  false  harmony  to  drown  men's  cries. 
Write  him  as  one — a  minstrel  of  fair  fame, 
Jealous  of  naught,  save  Honour's  star-flung  name, 
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TO  THE  MINE  SWEEPER. 


When  did  we  scan  the  first  brown  sail 
Flying  gold-red  in  dawn's  first  light  ? 

When  did  we  fly  with  joy  to  hail 
And  welcome  home  our  lugger  "  Sprite  ?  " 

Was  it  a  dream — our  Father's  work 
For  home  and  wife  and  well-loved  child, 

Who  thought  that  Death  could  only  lurk 
In  mountain  waves  and  gales  too  wild  ? 
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YOUNG  IRELAND. 


Dear  Harp  of  Erin  are  ye  throbbing  still 
With  pulsing  sounds  of  Irish  victories? 
Or  are  your  mighty  strings  unstrung  and  mute, 
'Midst  troubl'd  revelry  in  disloyal  camps  ? 
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SICCUM  LUMEN. 


St.  Patrick's  Day,  1917. — To  Young  Ireland. 

Strike  from  this  flint  of  anguish  sore 

One  spark  of  gold  ; 
Fan  with  your  race's  dower  and  lore 

White  sparks  untold. 

So  great  your  gifts  !     Heav'n  sent  your  dreams 

And  spirit-lore 
To  shock  the  earthlings'  peacock  screams 

For  Civil  War. 

From  yon  fair  island's  tortur'd  pyre 

Relight  Love's  torch  ; 
Sear'd  lie  curs'd  feuds  :  Revenge's  fire 

No  power  to  scorch. 

Light  on  Life's  flaming  Altar  space 

A  beacon  fire  ; 
Yea,  burn  foul  Hate — Reborn,  retrace 

New  mystic  fire. 

Then  link  your  winged  pulsing  soul, 

Young  Erin's  name  ; 
Friend  of  a  Friend  towards  Freedom's  goal 

Share  England's  fame. 
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THE  SAILOR'S  RONDEL. 


For  thy  keeping,  O  my  sweet, 
Jewell'd  constancy  I  leave, 

Lover's  one  white  pearl  full  meet 
For  thy  keeping  ,0  my  sweet  ; 

So,  whilst  serving  England's  Fleet, 
No  sick  pearl  shall  mem'ry  grieve — 
For  thy  keeping,  0  my  sweet , 
Jewell'd  constancy  I  leave. 
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THE  SOLDIER'S  RONDEL. 


E'en  that  glorious  star-gemm'd  night, 
Gavest  thou  thy  love  to  me  ; 

To  my  keeping,  lode-star  bright, 
E'en  that  glorious  star-gemm'd  night. 

Now  thou  girdest  me  to  fight 
Star-watched  battles  of  the  Free, 
E'en  that  glorious  star-gemm'd  night, 
Gavest  thou  thy  love  to  me. 
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A  RONDEL. 


Ere  I  leave  Thee— silent,  dumb, 
Read  my  love  in  speaking  eyes, 

Eyes  that  fathom,  probe  and  plumb, 
Ere  I  leave  Thee,  silent,  dumb. 

Tho'  the  language  of  the  dumb 
From  my  trembling  fingers  flies, 
Ere  I  leave  Thee,  silent,  dumb, 
Read  my  love  in  speaking  eyes.  ~ 
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THE   VOICE  OF   THE    PEOPLE. 


TO  THE  ALLIES. 


Guard  well,  hold  fast,  Great  Brotherhood  of  Arms, 
Fling  wide  thy  Flags,  the  symbols  of  the  Free. 
Out  from  among  thee  come  real  men  with  balms 
To  heal  our  wounds  ;  nay,  bear  the  master  key 
Of  Life  and  Love,  not  Hate,  to  set  us  free. 
They,  shadow'd  forth  by  myriad  tongues  of  men 
Shall  rule,  true  knightly  figures,  Christ-worn  men 
Who  serve  wing'd  Peace.    That  message  sown, 
Shall  see  the  creed  of  Kulture  overthrown. 
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THE  COMING  CHILD. 


Raise  we  a  Kingdom  of  fair  little  ones, 
High-soul'd,  intelligent  to  grasp  the  need 
Of  pressing  woes,  and  mount  by  higher  mind 
To  see  the  soul  of  good  in  every  one, 
Who  barters  not  with  trafficing  or  sin. 
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THE  RAINBOW. 


To  a  Child. 

Dark  cloud  of  rain 
Facing  the  Sun, 
Now  lowly  sets 

In  sky  red-spun. 

Raindrops  of  tears, 
Prisms  of  light, 

Flaming  due  east, 
Seven  colours  bright. 

Lovely  thy  arch 
On  lowly  ground, 

Mounting  yon  hill 
A  perfect  round. 

Now  touching  earth, 
Now  reaching  sky, 

Neither  men  reach, 
Ride  they  or  fly. 
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Alone  I  view 

Rainbow  all  mine, 
Varying  to  men 

To  interpret — define. 

Dim  eyes  like  souls 
See  rays  diverse  ; 

Imperfect  vision 
Makes  judgment  worse. 

Dark  skies  o'ercast 
True  Beauty  hide, 

So  sorrow's  cloud 
With  courage  ride. 

Rain  cometh  fast 

"Twixt  cloud  and  bow, 
So  fearless  live 

Whilst  here  below. 
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THE  BLESSING  OF  THE  FLAGS. 


St.    Paul's   Cathedral,    Empire    Day,    1916. 


The  64  flags,  with  the  Union  Jack,  were  carried 
in  procession  to  the  choir,  the  Union  Jack  being 
in  due  course  received  by  the  officiating  Canon 
and  laid  upon  the  Altar.  During  the  Blessing 
the  64  flags  of  Empire  were  grouped  before  the 
Sanctuary. 


Stalwart,  unsung,  so  gloriously  young, 

New  England's  Youth, 
Buoyantly  march  with  flags  wide  flung, 

Ensigns  of  Truth. 

Fling  wide  yon  gates;  'neath  that  glorious  dome 

Murmur  apace 
Of  Nelson  and  Roberts — our  Heroes'  last  home ; 

Sing,  Pride  of  Race. 
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Sixty  four  flags  of  the  bull-dog  breed, 

England's  Soul, 
Gallantly  v/aving  as  Officers  lead 

To  the  Ultimate  Goal. 

Sixty-four  flags,  their  proud  heads  dipped 

The  Blessing  to  crave, 
As  a  priestly  voice  rings  clarion-lipped, 

O'er  sons  of  the  brave. 

Peace  after  strife,  signs  the  priestly  hand, 

By  Duty  alone, 
Ere  passing  the  flag  to  that  waiting  band, 

Dark  sorrow  flown. 

Sixty-four  Flags  !     Loud  rings  the  command, 
Lord  Kitchener's  voice, 

"  Die  with  the  Colours,  but  ne'er  disband, 
Is  Britain's  choice." 

Oh,  sixty-four  Flags  !     God  keep  them  such, 

Symbols  of  power, 
Borne  by  boys  with  the  "  Nelson  touch," 

Whilst  war-clouds  lower. 
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THE    PACIFIST-SOCIALIST. 


He  who  saw  full  many  dreary  years, 
The  spirit  of  a  scheme  to  pledge  men's  years 
To  greater  things  than  endless  strife  and  woe, 
Who,  now,  reviews  and  balances  the  need 
Of  much  once  indispensably  his  creed. 
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THE  SOCIALIST. 


I  grieve,  as  one  who  recks  the  power  of  War, 

Akin,  yet  alien  to  all  living  v/oe, 
To  brand  a  world  with  hid'ous  Power's  claw, 

A  tiger's  lust  as  hostage  to  Life's  foe. 

I  weep  :  my  son's  sear'd  sight !    Blind  eyes  !  Full  well 
They  gaily,  gladly  follow'd  drum  and  fife 

Into  green  jaundic'd  jaws  of  man-made  hell, 
To  break  war's  slav'ring  lords  and  end  greed's  strife. 

I  mourn,  bruising  in  clenched  palms  of  pain, 
Stored  fragrance  of  that  half-op'd  Rose  of  Peace, 

Now  tortur'd,  dead,  yet  'hale  in  ecstasy, 
An  inner  sensing  of  a  real  World  Peace. 

I  hope,  as  one  who  views  by  reason's  light, 
A  great  scroll,  written  in  New  England's  hand, 

A  New  World,  born  in  pain,  War's  passing  Fight 
Lost  in  a  Brothers'  Commune — Peace's  Strand. 
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THE  UNDER-WORLD. 


Dread  visions  rise  of  one  dead,  ivoried  child, 
Unwanted  and  unnamed,  and  round  him  danced 
Children  that  might  have  been  of  happy  mien, 
Sweet,  innocent,  in  that  dark,  erie  place. 
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COMRADES. 


"  'Swelp  us,  we  ain't  over-squeamish, 

We  bloods  of  the  under-world, 
We've  dawdled  and  starved,  and  finish. 

Poor  shades  of  men,  man's  churls. 

But  the  bloody  sweat  of  man's  making, 

Has  jerked  us  high  and  dry, 
To  a  sense  of  a  new  awak'ning, 

And  stilled  our  passionate,  "  Why  ?  " 

Still'd  our  curse  of  the  slums  of  our  Mothers, 
'Struth  taught  us  to  die  man-led  ; 

So  Captain,  we'll  rank  as  Brothers 
In  the  Valhalla  Halls  of  the  Dead." 
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THE  INTELLIGENTSIA. 


Europe  !  This  war  shall  see  the  end  of  strife. 
Fair  peace,  a  woman  grown  shall  oust  the  child. 
Shall  we  as  shackled  slaves  debarred  the  light 
Of  Peace — triumphant,  strong  to  end  all  war, 
Deny  our  lives  to  help  the  woe-shocked  earth, 
Because  vain  strutting  war-lords  fear  their  doom  ? 
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THE  HOME  TRAIL. 


We  have  roamed  homeward  from  vast  open  space, 
Where  distance  spoke  to  us  of  growing  things — 

Of  dear,  still'd  hands  whose  living  works  still  trace 
The  glory  of  Life's  work.     A  gauntlet  flings 

Down  at  the  feet  of  arm'd  and  bloody  camps 
Call'd  to  foul  swelter  by  the  Lords-of-war, 

Whilst  flickering  and  wind-swept  glower  the  lamps 
Of  friendliness  and  progress.     Lo  !  we  saw 

War's  death-mask  in  the  after-math  of  strife 
Shatter'd  and  broken  by  true  patriot  hands  : 

Peace,  prick  the  empty  bubble  threat'ning  life — 
Calm  brooding  over  new  and  wiser  lands. 
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We  have  roamed  homeward  past  great  fields  of  hell, 
Recalling  those  lov'd  friends,  who  awed, 

Nay,  charmed  a  tribute — glorious  Manhood's  spell — 
From  wailing  pipes  of  pain.    With  grief  abroad 

We  have  roamed  homeward  to  our  own  sweet  earth, 
To  the  dear  greetings  of  our  English  Home, 

And  counted  it  a  thing  of  holy  worth 
To  measure  Europe's  need.     Dear,  tranquil  home 

Meshed  in  the  peaceful  twilight's  silver'd  loom, 
You  weave  us  myriad  patterns  without  flaw. 

Dear  scents  and  sounds,  so  far  from  tragic  doom, 
But  still  we  hear  dread  shuttles  throwing  war  ! 
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TO  THE  "  CONSCIENTIOUS  OBJECTORS." 


Are    ye    slumbering,    Oh,    ye    sluggards  ?    Are    ye 

British  still  or  slaves 
Of  factions  or  of  parties  that  still  bid  you  dream, 

not  wake  ? 
Your  kinsmen  trust  your  coming  in  brave,  force-like 

rolling  waves, 
On  the  sea  of  dark  adventure  in  the  spirit  of  our 

Drake  ! 
Down  to  the  sea  ye  sluggards,  just  in  time  to  make 

amends, 
Nerved  for  the  fight,  purposeful  right,  go  fight  as 

your  Fathers  free. 
Your  conscience  tricks  your  reason  and  your  logic ; 

ah,  my  friend, 
Throws  to  the  winds  God's  splendid  Hope,  Who  died 

for  you  and  me. 
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If  a  childish  form  on  Calvary's  Tree,  as  hostage  men 

had  claimed, 
(Faith,  as  I  hope  for  Heaven),  well  I  know  the  child 

He'd  free. 
Do  ye  think,  oh,  text-bound  quibblers,  Christ  had 

Pacifist  remained  ? 
For  the  mainspring  of  His  motive  would  be  different 

you  see. 
Oh.  be  sure  that  the  Christ  of  the  Gospel  will  not  fail 

to  bless  and  see 
How  the  surging  flame  of  a  madman's  brain  and  his 

cursed  brigand's  fire, 
Needs  sane  men  breasting  a  ring  of  steel  to  save  Life's 

golden  key, 
Lest  the  Lilies  of  France,  the  Rose,  and  the  Cross, 

be  trampled  in  the  mire. 
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THE  WOMEN  OF  ENGLAND. 


THE  CHANT  OF  WOMEN. 


We  have  cast  great  nets  in  waters  deep, 
And  the  meshes  are  silver'd  with  sorrow's  great  tears  ; 
We  have  dragged  our  nets  though  heavy  and  wet, 
To  far  fishing  grounds  on  Endeavour's  high  tide. 
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THE  DAWN. 


Grey,  silent,  cold  and  desolating  mist 

RolPd  wreathing  from  Life's  mountains,  fett'ring 
me — 
Chill'd,  strangled,  stifled  nobler  thoughts,  and  aught 

Save  sensing  of  my  body's  needs,  not  Thee. 

Thought  fired  my  brain,  how  human  effort  failed, 
Nay,  passed  like  smoke-trails  hov'ring  o'er  dim 
morns 

Oh  High  Omnipotence,  like  ghosts  tear-veil'd, 
To  mar  the  orient  splendours  of  Thy  Dawns, 

Till  from  Thy  Master  Hand  was  flung  brave  Dawn  ; 

Care  vanquished,  wailing  reason  cringing  fled: 
Tear-fringed,  remorseful,  reconciled,  that  morn 

I  followed  hard  whence  High  Endeavour  led. 


Womanhood.  65 


WOMANHOOD. 


0  child  of  Dawn,  facing  the  coming  morn, 
Would  those  dear  eyes  e'er  free  from  tears  might  be, 

As  blooms  of  early  lilies,  sweetly  born, 
To  die  unworn,  yet  fragrant  by  yon  sea. 

But  Life's  not  so  ;  a  tempest,  storm-tossed  wave 
Beats,  surges  round  young  womanhood's  sweet 
years, 

That  love  of  man  has  power  to  break  or  save  : 
Ah,  blinding  wave  of  joy  !— O,  scorching  tears  ! 

0,  joy  of  life  ;  dear  tiny,  flitting  feet, 

That  soul  and  heart  high  leap  :  then  gladly  stray 
Back  to  the  lovely  star-girt  isles  to  meet 

Some  childless  Spirit  Mother — whilst  we  pray. 

E'en  so,  to  Mothers  come  the  throes  of  joy.j 
And  the  long  buffetting  on  sorrow's  sands, 

To  swim  'gainst  memories'  tide  ;  then  yearning,  buoy 
Dear  shatter'd,  dancing  dreams  in  empty  hands. 
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THE  CALL. 


Women  of  Britain's  Freemen,  loyal  and  true, 
Guardians  of  our  England's  future  men, 
Mothers,  soul-scarred  by  the  lustful  Huns, 
As  suppliants  plead  and  foil  the  hellish  crew. 

Armed  by  the  spirit  of  your  Motherhood, 
Send  forth  your  sons  to  play  a  man-sized  part, 
Lest  childish  lives  pay  toll  to  Huns'  aircraft ; 
Give  all  to  aid  God's  outraged  Fatherhood. 

Not  in  forgetfulness  does  He  withdraw, 
But  clangs  in  harmony  that  metallic  chord, 
The  surging,  whistling  magic  of  His  sword, 
The  gallant  theme  to  which  free  men  will  soar. 

See  breasting  crests  of  spectrum-blended  light, 
Flame,  spirit  buglers  to  His  postern  gates, 
Flaring  strange  calls  for  spiritual  mates, 
Diving  for  soul-stuff— dyed  by  human  blight. 


The  Answer.  67 


THE  ANSWER. 


Fly,  ploughing,  whirringly,  whence  star-fields  meet ; 
Welcome  the  trenches  with  your  souls  aflame, 
Sail  your  true  craft  to  free  the  deep,  blue  main, 
Nay — fathomless,  destroy  a  sullied  fleet. 
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RENUNCIATION. 


A  Mother  and  her  Soldier-Son. 

"  You  smiling  passed  to  dreams  of  boyhood's  years 
Come  true.     Paced  foreign  soil,  as  one  who  sought 

Full  knightly  work,  to  stem  a  world's  blood  tears  ; 
Liege  freeman's  sacrifice  of  blood  and  thought." 

"To  me  bequeathed  the  carven  ivory  god 
Pale  Fear,  mirrored  in  transient  flames  of  thought. 

Struck  from  the  spirit's  anvil  stone  by  God: 
Rose  penitential  fires  of  pride,  that  sought 

The  Mother  Heart  of  all  the  storm-tossed  earth  ; 

Fain  pleading  for  thine  accolade,  my  boy, 
The  Plain  song  of  my  Mother's  cry,  "  Thy  worth  "; 

Fear  overcome  by  sacrificial  joy." 

"  Lo!    Now,  you  rest  by  fringed  desert  palm  ! 

In  His  dim  cinctured  silences,  She  lists 
My  orisons  for  thee.     Nay,  weeps.     But  calm, 

'Neath  shadow'd  Angel-eyes,  thy  Rest.    God  wists!" 
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A  REFRAIN. 


That  melody  recalls  past  years, 
Our  spring-tide  meed  of  human  praise 

And  love.     Restrung  Love's  carven  viol 
Reverberates  old  notes  always. 

Such  jarr'd,  cracked  instruments  at  best, 
Till  Love's  great  touch  reblends  the  tone, 

Till  over-strung— dear  Mem'ry's  string 
J  ust  snaps.     Life's  orchestra  plays  on  ! 

Poor  broken  player,  tune  thy  soul ; 

A  one-stringed  instrument ;  evoke 
To  scale  Death's  harmony,  and  strike 

New  notes— strange  songs  of  vibrant  Hope. 
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FRIENDSHIP. 


The  lone  road  beckon'd  me,  and  worldly  ties 

Presaged  my  journey.     In  a  world  of  men, 
A  half-smudged  shadow  on  Life's  screen  of  lies, 

As  a  limner  of  pure  truth  I  plied  my  pen; 
When,  at  the  bending  of  that  stony  road, 

I  heard  the  "Song  of  Paradise  "  clear  chimed 
By  unseen  singers,  high  in  their  abode. 

Ah!    Dear  cerulean  skies  and  song  !    They  rhymed 
Thee— gentle,  gallant,  true,  and  all  aflame 

To  share  life's  fragrances  and  seek  the  goal 
Of  kindred  souls.    You  called  my  name  : 

Then  blazed  a  mystic  torch,  illum'd  my  soul 
By  myriad  visions  of  a  poet's  dream, 

Stray  spirit-flashes  from  thine  eyes,  I  ween. 
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THE    MUMMERS    SOUL. 


SCENE   1 


(The  Soprano.) 

"  My  call  ?     Elise,  quick,  pin  this  lace  of  Bruges 

A  trifle  lower.    So  !     A  crowded  house. 

My  mind  a  blank — and  Schwartz  conducting,  too. 

Machine  of  tempo,  beating  remorseless  time. 

He,  absolute — the  orchestra  to  him 

The  thing  that  matters  most.    The  Singer's  mood 

A  puff-ball  in  his  iron  Teuton  grip; 

The  Singer's  soul  a  touchstone  'gainst  his  power, 

And  he,  the  lodestar  of  so  many  frail 

And  willing  captives  of  his  stupid  days. 

There!     Ends  the  intermettzo  ?     Ah!     I  fly." 
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(Schwartz,  signalling  with  eyes  and  baton.) 

"Sing,  you  proud  mistress  of  your  Art,  sing,  sing, 
Or  break  you  on  the  iron  ring  of  hate. 
That  will  I  !    Scorned,  rejected,  lover  I, 
The  man  of  power  you  tossed  aside  for  faith 
In  a  child's  candle  lighted  at  some  shrine 
Far  miles  away  in  superstitious  faith. 
How  runs  your  saying  in  my  Teuton  ears — 
The  little  bird  that  can  and  will  not  sing, 
Perforce  must  broken  be,  and  caged  and  forced 
To  warble.     O,  a  golden,  luscious  throat 
Spoiled  by  a  whim  so  childish  and  so  light." 

(Bass,  in  the  wings.) 
"  I  like  not  Schwartz's  face  ;  his  evil  mood 
Moors  like  a  galley  on  a  stinking  pool, 
To  float  his  wicked  schemes  of  dire  revenge." 

(The  Tenor.) 
"Gently,  brother !     Gently!  He  to  me 
Has  been  a  coach,  and  guide,  and  actor,  too; 
Yea,  these  in  one.     My  first  night,  and  I  will, 
I  must  succeed  to-night.    A  lifetime's  hopes 
Lie  in  this  first  appearance  on  this  stage. 
I've  charmed  the  concert  world  my  earlier  years, 
But  now  I  feel  the  passion  fire  and  glow 
Of  all  the  men  who  ever  sang  the  part 
On  any  stage,  in  any  land  or  clime!" 
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(Bass,  aside.) 
"A  new  comer  !     No  actor?     Then  old  Schwartz 
Has  filched  some  golden  dollars  from  this  man, 
To  stake  a  throw  upon  a  tenor,  strange, 
Unknown.     Ah!  now  I  guess  the  riddle,  too. 
The  scales  and  singing  in  the  scurrying  train — 
And  so,  poor  fool,  his  first  night's  strut  is  due. 

( Aloud.) 
Good  luck,  my  friend.    Our  best  soprano,  too, 
But  used  to  artist  moods  and  fire  that  rouse 
Her  placid  self  to  great  emotions'  depths. 
So  'ware  !     Fling  all  your  feeling  in  your  voice." 

(Tenor.) 
"  She  is  sweet  and  good  ;  a  little  'minds  me — ah  !  " 
(He  sighs.) 

( The  critic  in  the  stalls.) 
"  A  pretty  creature  and  a  voice  of  gold, 
But  cold  and  passionless,  as  star-flaked  light 
Upon  a  glacier  bed  'midst  snowy  heights." 

(Schwartz,  behind  the  scenes  as  curtain  falls 
at  end  oj  Scene  1.) 
"  It  goes  not  well.    Oh,  will  you  sing  or  no  ? 
Are  you  bewitched,  obsessed,  or  pray  you  what  ? 
Hi  !  dresser.    Send  the  boy  for  chartreuse,  quick ! ' 
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(The  Soprano.) 
"  I  drug  no  more  for  you  or  any  man. 
Pray  go — my  soul  was  never  yours,  nor  yet 
Shall  be  until  the  cold  stars  circle  round 
To  your  infernal  baton — brooding  ill 
To  all  that  sing  beneath  its  hideous  sway, 
And  bend  not  to  your  lust  and  loathed  desires. 
Go,  or  I  sing  not,  not  a  note  to-night." 

(She  turns  away.) 

(Chorus  men.) 
"  Are  we  in  manhood's  prime,  or  frightened  fools 
To  stand  this  bragging  Teuton  in  our  midst  ?  " 

(Schwartz,  pale  with  anger.) 
"You  dogs!    See  to  it  that  you  do  your  best, 
Or  down  goes  payment  when  the  silly  ghost 
Walks  on  the  morrow.    See  to  it,  I  say. 
I  snap  my  fingers  at  you  !    What  are  you  ? 
Curs  on  the  leash  of  a  fine  Teuton  band 
Which  bought  this  show.    Ah  !  now  you  whine  and 

cringe, 
And  clutch  your  pauper  hands  in  wildest  rage. 
One  word,  and  out  you  go — the  pack — to  find 
New  work  with  half  the  season  played.    Ha-ha." 

(Chorus  men,) 
"  He's  gone,  the  devil's  spawn  !  " 


Scene  2.  77 


SCENE  2. 

( Tenor  to  Soprano,  behind  the  scenes.) 

"  You  mind  me  so  of  one  dear  little  soul 
Who  hoped  to  sing,  and  hoping,  happy  died. 
In  these  strong  arms  for  lack  of  daily  bread 
In  years  long  gone— Forgive  me,  but " 

(Soprano.) 

"  How  strange,  how  strange  you  say  just  that,  my 

friend  ; 
1  Who  hoped  to  sing,  and  hoping,  happy  died.' 
My  case  is  parallel.     Hush  !    Sing  your  best. 
1  know  your  chance  and  I'll  not  spoil  it  then 
By  aimless  wanderings  of  a  tortur'd  mind, 
You  broke,  nay,  shatter'd  opportunity 
Last  Act.    Courage  !     I  know  your  fears  and  nerves. 
Keep  but  your  eyes  on  me  and  I  the  cue 
Will  signal  prompter  than  the  waiting  boy." 

(Tenor.) 

"  I  fear— I  sweat — Lo  !  all  my  glorious  voice 
Is  throttled  in  my  icy  fear  of  that 
May-be,  I  ill-advised  have  been  to  leave 
The  sober  oratorio,  and  love 


78  The  Mummer's  Soul. 

Of  restrained  Art  and  modulation  sweet 

To  suit  the  gracious  themes  so  nobly  planned 

And  wrought  by  minds  of  highest  noblest  parts, 

To  don  the  motley  and  the  paint  of  those 

Panting,  hot  rivals  in  this  grosser  air. 

To  me  a  false  emotion  comes,  but  not 

The  ether  of  those  finer  days  of  yore, 

When  naught  but  spirit  stood  between  my  Art 

And  those  who  listen'd  for  my  youthful  notes." 

(Soprano.) 

O,  Percival,  your  goal — not  here— not  here. 
But  sing  !     So  Schwartz  can  never  say  but  this. 
A  veritable  tour-de-force,  my  friend." 

(She  shudders.) 

(Chorus  men,  in  wings.) 
"  Good  man  !    The  voice  is  fine.     He'll  forge  ahead 
Lord  !  how  he  trembled,  broke  almost  last  scene ; 
And  Schwartz  was  blaming  that  poor,  harassed  girl ; 
The  gilded,  pawing  beast  with  unclean  mind, 
A  grovelling  swine  upon  a  palace  floor. 
Lord  !  what's  that  ?    The  curtain's  ringing  down  ; 

Ye  gods  !     He's  stopped  !  " 

{Bass.) 

He  broke  and  could  not  take  his  cue  at  all ; 
They're  paying  back  the  money  at  the  door." 
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(Chorus.) 
"Curse  him.    That's  then  our  gentleman-at-large, 
An  amateur  no  doubt  with  heavy  purse 
To  buy  his  entrance,  do  his  strut — 
Whilst  we Hush  !  dear  friend  Schwartz  is  here !  ' 

(Schwartz  strides  beind  the  scenes,  ignores  the 
chorus,  and  goes  to  the  Soprano's  room.) 
*'  Your  pretty  gallant,  curse  him,  failed,  I  say. 
Well,  you  played  gamely,  little  scented  flower, 
Half-opened.    Well,  we'll  see.    A  jewel  or  two — 
A  motor — clothes — a  spanking  pair  or  two — 
Won't  break  old  Franz.    That  cursed  dog  !    He  failed 

(He  goes  out  and  encounters  the  Tenor.) 
"What  say  you,  dog  ?    You  pack  to-night,  you  hear? 
Give  you  your  dollars  ?     Never!     I  hold  tight." 

( The  Soprano  opening  her  door,  comes  out.) 

(Schwartz.) 
"So,  so,  my  pretty,  frighten'd  eh?  go,  go 

and  wait  my  coming — order  supper,  sweet." 

(Soprano.) 
"  No,  Schwartz,  the  end  of  that.     I  come  to  claim 
Another  chance  for  this  rare  gentleman. 
He  saw  your  bolstering  , bullying  eyes  on  me, 
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Your  grimacing  and  threatenings  if  I  failed, 
That  every  night  has  been  my  toilsome  path 
Since  you  and  I  our  sever'd  pathways  kept." 

{Schwartz,  uneasy.) 
"Hush  !  What's  that  ?    The  chorus  men  heard  all.' 

(Tenor.) 
"Schwartz,  you  listen.     Leave  these  men  alone. 
Remember  you  a  little  German  town, 
A  little  girl,  a  singer  in  your  crowd  ? 
Why,  by  my  faith,  you  do  my  man,  you  do, 
You  do  remember.     Answer,  Yes  or  No." 

(Schwartz.) 
"  Bah  !     All  these  girls  are  much  the  same  to  me, 
Each  season  sees  new  singers,  more  or  less 
The  type's  the  same.     What's  that  to  me  or  you  ? 

(Tenor.) 
"  Recall  a  tiny  fledgling  sorely  tried, 
Who  begged  a  trial  to  keep  a  Father's  life 
Within  his  starving  body,  and  you  gave 
Her  work  and  trained  her  to  this  part,  in  short." 

(Schwartz.) 
"  Well,  if  I  do  ?    A  paltry  thing  like  that." 
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( Tenor.) 

'*  An  everlasting  soul,  a  tiny  flame 

You  singed  and  turned  adrift  to  die,  a  flake 

Of  snow  within  my  arms,  her  Father's  arms." 

{Soprano.) 

"  Hush  !     Percival.    So  I  this  score  will  pay. 

You  have  your  memories  and  I  my  shame 

Branded  upon  my  soul  by  such  as  he. 

Stand  back,  you  men.    What,  are  you  all  afraid  ?  " 

{She  lifts  a  stiletto  and  buries  it  in  Schwartz's 
neck.    He  falls.) 

"  Go,  foul  heart,  go.    I  speed  your  parting.    Go!" 

{Chorus.) 
"  Going  ?     Lord  !  he's  frightened — go  quick — so  ! 

{Soprano.) 

"  He's  pleading  ?  Go,  you  loathsome  blot  on  good 
And  natural  love  of  human,  lovely  things." 

{Men.) 
"  He's  dying." 

{Soprano.) 

He's  dying  ?     Franz,  see,  I  forgive  you  all, 
All  but  the  watching  at  the  Church's  door, 
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When  sin-swept  I,  alone,  sought  help  and  aid, 
Felt  the  white  quiver  and  the  sheeny  gleam 
Of  other  airs  above  the  imaged  Saint. 
Was  it  some  amethystine  wing  or  wave 
Above  the  tiny  candle  that  some  hand 
Had  lit  in  memory  of  some  dear  form 
Atoss  upon  Life's  waves  of  froth  and  foam." 

(Men.) 
"He's  de-ad." 

(Soprano.) 
"  He's  dead  !  0  Franz,  come  back,  the  sin's  all  mine 
He — dead.    0,  woe  is  me.    What  now  for  me 
But  yon  closed  door  ?    A  minute's  piteous  prayer 
And  then  into  the  nebulous  Beyond, 
One  more  explorer  on  a  trackless  way. 
Stand  back,  you  men,  your  honour  holds  you  dumb 
Until  the  breaking  of  my  Spirit's  Dawn." 

(Chorus  men  seem  stunned.) 

(Soprano  runs  to  her  room — a  shot  is  heard.) 

( A  voice.) 
"  God  rest  her  soul.     How  strange,  and  yet,  there  is, 
There  is  a  tiny  fluttering  of  wings." 


PART    6. 


THE     SOUGHING    BOUGH. 


I.    Waburn  Sands. 
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THE    SOUGHING    BOUGH. 


WOBURN  SANDS. 

To  G.E.K.  Passed  February  14th,  1908 


PRELUDE. 

We  spake  so  softly  in  those  dear,  young  days, 

Pacing  sweet  paths  of  scented  pine  woods  dear  ; 

Ever  you  urged  the  things  that  mattered  most, 

The  excellence  of  sacrifice  and  truth. 

"  Know  thyself,  friend  !  "    Did  you  sense  more  than  1? 

Great-hearted  one,  who  floated  quietly  past 

Slim  giant  sentinels  of  Dawn  and  Eve, 

And  easy  swam  new  margin-pools  and  found 
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How  foolish  we  who  caught  false  images 

Upon  the  silver'd  mirror  of  our  Life, 

And  suffered  tarnish'd  disillusions'  fall 

To  reflect  images  that  never  were 

On  earth  or  sea,  false  images  of  mind 

So  still — you  floated  past  high-crested  waves, 

Atremble,  moving,  rolling,  mountains  high 

Crest  upon  crest  of  amethystine  light 

Pale  as  the  after-glow  on  heather  white, 

Deep'ning  to  hue  of  purpling  violet  buds, 

Lav'd  thee  and  caught  thee,  toss'd  secure, 

And  on  their  highest  crest — gazed  ye  beyond 

The  lasting  glories  of  the  Silver  Trail. 

We,  broken  splinters,  bedded  in  Life's  grain, 

Mourned  thee,  a  star-blown  scallop  nearing  shore. 

My  mind  passed  on  beyond  that  Silver  Trail. 

Lo  !  glitt'ring  spear-points  of  my  human  tears, 

Pierced  sorrow's  rock  and  set  Faith's  waters  free 

To  find  the  shield  of  stars  reflected  there, 

Graven  with  amethystine  crests  of  light. 

New  visions  broke.    Old  memories  brought 

Clamour  of  waves  of  ice  and  red-blood  flame 

That  swirled  great  thrumming  soul-strains  past  desire. 
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Dear  human  love  !     Your  life  so  fine  and  clean, 
Like  to  a  silver  yacht,  with  sails  full-spread 
Upon  the  murky  waters  of  Life's  Sea, 
Raced  streaking  past  life's  colliers'  smoky  grey, 
Yet  flashed  a  track  of  silver  o'er  the  smoke. 

0  cleansing  waves  !    0  shades  that  creep  and  creep — 

My  Spirit's  there  ! 
It  came  to  my  heart,  Beloved,  e'en  my  heart 
To  seek  for  finest  vapours  that  mirror'd  thy  thought. 
It  came  to  my  mind,  Beloved,  e'en  my  mind, 
That  parting  had  deepen'd,  quicken'd  finely  fine 
Thy  golden  voice  prized  in  a  world  of  things. 
Time  soused  my  grief  in  ether  of  dawning  dreams. 

1  learned  of  the  sobbing  night-winds,  aloof,  alone, 
They  breathed  to  thy  human  comrade,  alert,  alone. 
Of  Ages  eternal,  now  wholly,  doubly  true, 
Because  You  crossed  that  dawn-trail  silver  blue. 
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THEME. 

Come,  strum  proud  pine  trees,  harps  of  Egyptian  tone, 

A  Song  of  Miriam  re-sing,  and  blend 

On  fifteen  heartstrings  of  my  human  lyre. 

Thrum  songs  of  dawn  that  a  poet  sometimes  dreams, 

When  robin,  wren,  wagtail  and  blackbird  bold 

Strum  thro'  the  air  as  dawn  is  breaking  There. 

Ye,  squirrels  that  we  love  and  love  you  still, 

Poor  pacifists  are  ye  I  fear  me  much, 

Native  and  foreign  warring  each  on  each  ; 

Yet  squabblers  cease  and  come  quite  close  to  me, 

For  you  made  inroads  on  Her  Latin  books, 

And  broke  thought's  train  when  you  she  gaily  chased 

Dawn  finds  me  thus  beside  the  old  white  gate, 

Gazing  adown  an  English  Switzerland. 

That  road  we  love  that  brings  us  memories 

Of  walks  in  Alpine  heights  amidst  the  snows. 

We  even  met  the  travelling  circus,  too, 

The  camels,  elephant,  and  bears  en  route! 

My  friend  the  hare  watches  beside  me,  too, 

A  great,  great  grandson  of  the  one  you  taught 

And  tamed  so  well  to  feed  at  eve — may  be, 
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Whilst  white-tailed  rabbits  bob  in  ecstasy. 
Across  a  road  now  starred  with  silver  light. 
I  pass  the  gate,  that  oped  to  you  and  me 
The  vision  splendid  of  all  natural  things. 
The  riding  cross,  until  its  extreme  end, 
Commands  for  me  the  counties  that  I  love 
Etched  in  with  grey-blue  pencillings  of  dawn. 
Watching  beside  me  near  the  sandy  track 
Is  the  lodge-porter's  child,  (a  woman  now). 
And  so  I  go  beyond  the  sky-kissed  view, 
By  riots  of  pale  celandine  and  moss, 
By  giant  bluebells,  primroses  and  ferns, 
Great  pools  of  violet  and  pimpernels— 
To  break  my  fast  on  splendid  English  fare. 
Do  you  remember  scones  and  honey  dew, 
And  grapes  tremendous  from  that  vinery  ? 
Morn  finds  me  on  a  woodland  sodden,  drear, 
Seeking  that  oak  we  made  a  listening  post 
To  catch  Earth's  teeming  cries  of  myriad  life. 
To-day  that  oak  lies  shatter'd  by  the  storm. 
Now  strums  the  clap  of  thunder  o'er  my  head, 
The  wayward  lightning  hustles  pine  trees  blue  ; 
A  scared  fox  creeps  closer  to  my  side 
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And  with  weird  cries  thrums  out  his  wild  alarm 

As  in  the  days  when  we  came  arm-in-arm. 

I  seek  the  broad  wide  riding's  open  trek 

And  court  the  rain  storm,  and  its  after-math 

Of  broken  boughs  and  tumbled,  smitten  nests. 

The  pine  grove  holds  a  menacing  of  death, 

And  ye,  dear  heart,  untroubled  wander  There. 

Noon  finds  me  in  the  library  you  loved  ; 

My  hand  unwitting  seeks  a  volume  out, 

A  Stevenson  we  found  so  finely  souled  ; 

A  book  of  fables— Norman — French— dog-eared 

As  we  turned  often  fascinating  page. 

Lafcadio's  tales  of  New  and  Old  J  apan — Do  you  recall 

The  day  you  talked  with  almond-eyed  young  Japs 

Their  own  sweet  tongue  ?    How  wild  their  joyful  glee 

To  find  a  Welshwoman  so  much  at  home  I 

Whilst  I  dispensed  the  China  tea  and  cream, 

Admiring  meantime  our  Egyptian  room, 

Alight  by  swinging  oil-lamps— semi-gloom  ! 

Yes,  all  remains.    But  stay,  my  Yorkshire's  gone. 

Dear  tiny  "  Gyp"— she,  too,  has  struck  the  trail. 

She  thought  us  mainly  silly  o'er  those  books, 

And  took  full  dire  revenge  on  cap  and  gown! 
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She  loved  you,  too,  wee  loyal  British  "  toy." 
Eve  finds  me  in  the  moon-lit  scented  wood; 
The  fairest  flowers  send  incense  towards  yon  trail ; 
The  wilting  leaves  refresh  the  day-tired  air, 
The  otter  stubs  within  that  hidden  lair, 
The  same  old  lair  that  you  and  I  surprised. 
But  now  no  hunters  dare  that  muddy  bed, 
A  moor- hen  somewhere  cries  her  grievance  out. 
The  reed-warbler  still  nests  within  those  reeds, 
And  rabbit  warrens  swarm — a  humming  hive — 
The  nightingale  will  sing  us  just  as  clear, 
And  cries  of  foreign  nature  dimly  sound 
Reminding  one  of  tropics  (Africa). 
Night  finds  me  wrapt  in  silence's  grey  cloak  ; 
Now  hosts  of  tiny  glow-worms  greet  my  sight, 
And  I  impatient,  leap  to  feint  the  winds 
That  bear  to  me  my  voice  of  golden  dreams. 

I  court  fair  sleep. 
O  strum  ye  glorious  pine  trees  lest  I  wake, 
O  glow  ye  steady  earthworms  low  and  dear, 
And  trim  the  woodland  shadows  whilst  I  sleep, 
Whilst  sough  of  fallen  star  winds  rushing  clear 
Falls  as  a  wave  of  blessing  on  my  ear. 
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See  frost  upon  the  pine  trees'  serried  grace, 
See  little  cupped  mosses  turn  to  pearls, 
Anemones  to  stars  of  fretted  dew, 
Each  living  blade  of  grass  a  diamond  sword. 
Thy  voice  cleaves  through  the  pine  trees  finely  flung, 
A  lance  of  light  to  greet  a  new-born  moon . 
O  falling  star  !     0,  Angel  spear,  O  shaft 
Of  glancing,  quivering  light,  thy  tempered  point 
Has  pierced  the  forest's  deep  obsidian  gloom 
Set  free  the  dream  of  labour  nobly  planned, 
A  poet's  mood. 


FINALE. 

"  Respice  Finem,"  the  soughing  winds  of  Fate 
Sing  to  the  stormy  sky-line  leading  hence. 
Flaunt  round  thy  dauntless  colours,  spotless  white 
Save  for  the  silver  phrasing  fairly  writ. 
"  Respice  Finem."     Dear  thrumming  drums  of  sad 
Sweet  memories.    Thy  timbre  vibrates  with  songs 
Of  triumph,  exultation  tense  that  shock 
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With  undulations  sinuous  the  folds 
Of  yonder  flag.     The  silent  grove  becomes 
A  harp  of  vibrant-pulsing  melody 
With  ragged  octaves  caught  within  the  folds 
That  rock  the  pines  in  sorrow's  harmony. 
Dear  thrumming  drums  of  sad,  sweet  memories, 
To  us  ye  are  the  key-note  of  the  goal 
That  beckons  ever  onward  up  the  Trail, 
To  all  that  teeming  band  of  gallant  ones, 
The  workers  of  the  World.     So  bid  us  dance 
Melodic  steps  upon  the  Silver  Trail. 
"  Respice  Finem."    The  soughing  winds  of  Fate 
Sing  to  the  stormy  sky-line  leading  hence. 
Flaunt  round  thy  dauntless  colours,  spotless  white 
Save  for  the  silver  prhasing  fairly  writ, 
"  Respice     Finem.' 
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